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Prologue 


Author's Notes: 
| don't own the band of characters but heck this is my story 


February Ib: 
Dave finished the last strum on his guitar solo, as Dennis finished the last lyric of wrathchild. 


Dave turned around and smiled at Steve, who was seemed to be happy with how the performance went. He 


looked at Dave and smirked. 


Dave looked at Dennis's blood covered face and smiled, Dennis didn't return the gesture. Dave looked down, 


slightly embarrassed, he thought it was weird Dennis didn't return the gesture,in fact he kind of glared at him. 


The audience in the Horse and Cart Pub went wild. Clapping and shouting, looking like they had the time of their 
life. 


The horse and Cart Pub was a small little pub their band ‘Iron Maiden’ would perform at it they could book it 
and if they could earn enough money. Dave struggled at working as a electrician to help pay his fair share of 
fee. Dave was a little sad his girlfriend, Chloe couldn't come again,but he wasn't going to let that stop him from 
having a good time. 

They bowed as Dennis sweet talked through the microphone, clearly annoying Steve who looked uncomfortable. 
As they where heading off stage he felt his pal and the drummer Ron pat his back. 


"Good show out there eh Dave?" Ron said. 


"| guess ‘so" Dave shrugged, moving his long blonde hair out of his face. Sighing at his slight lisp. It really did 
piss him off how he couldn't speak normally,like Steve and Ron and Dennis and Bob, the other guitarist, could. 


In fact Dave was treated as if he was stupid in school, the teachers would leave him out and not call on him 


when he had his hand up. 

Dave would also get bullied by boys in his class, shoved and made fun of. The worse was a broken arm, they 
kicked him to the ground and stole his backpack beating him black and blue whilst he'd struggle and call for 
help, no one would, in fact the boys found it found as his lisp would get in the way. They left him in the corner 


of an ally and sobbing broken trembling mess of tears and blood. 


That of course had been the final straw. Dave refused to go to schoolhe dropped out, he didn't want another 


broken limb or worse to be killed. 


The bullying had always happened and upon stress and hormones it had took not only an emotional but a 
physical hit on Dave. 


But Dave was now apart of Maiden. 

Dave looked at Ron who was still smiling "come on Davey, you rock on guitar," 

"You ‘really think ‘so?" Dave blushed slightly, not used to compliments, but instead insults. 
Ron nodded "for sure! Steve would even agree, oi Stevey come ‘erel" 

Steve walked over, wiping his brown, sweating. "Yeah?" 

"Wasn't Davey here great on guitar?" Ron asked hugging Dave slightly with one arm. 


Steve nodded smiling "of course, he's great, it's like a natural born gift Dave," 


They walked off of the staging area, and walked off further back into the pub. 
Dave picked up a beer and started to play with it in his hands 

"Hey ‘bob, did you enjoy That?" He asked 

Bob nodded. "It was good," 


Bob and Dave weren't exactly close, but they didn't hate eachother, which when in a band, even a small one like 
Maiden, was a good thing. 


Dave sighed and looked out the pubs small window at the moon. 


If they kept this up, they might be able to get a record deal. Not only will Daves hopes and dreams be 
completed but his friends too. 


And he wouldn't rather be touring with everyone. 


Dave smiled at the thought of his band mates happy as he sat against the pillow and opened the beer, taking a 
small sip, not really like the flavour but trying to fit in with the rest. 


It was an hour later, Dave hadn't even finished his first beer, Steve and Dennis had disappeared, Ron was 


telling jokes and flirting and Bob was busy drinking and smoking. 

Dave looked at him "Why do you ‘smoke?" 

| don't really know Dave, but it's good, want to try one?" Bob held it up too him. 
Dave cautiously took It holding it up to his mouth whilst Bob lit it. 

He inhaled and dropped it out of his mouth coughingand sputtering. 

Bob rolled his eyes and Dave tried to breathe. 

He noticed Steve walk over with a solemn expression 

"Hi guys you alright?" Steve asked. 

Bob and Dave nodded. 


"Can | talk to Dave for a minute?" Steve asked, Bob shrugged and got up, walking over to Ron. 


Dave couldn't see Dennis but didn't think anything of it. 
Steve sat down and looked at him. "So Dave | really need to talk to you," 
"Okay." 


"Me and Dennis think thing went a little,oh god ‘ow to | put this, we think it went a little wrong on the guitarist 
part," 


Dave blushed out of embarrassment. "I'm ‘so ‘sorry, he rushed. 


"No, no,no need to apologise, but me and Dennis, well we think it would be better if you left the band," Steve 
sighed, rubbing his eye. 


Daves chest tightend "w-what? ‘W-why?" He stammered. 

"We just don't think you sound right Dave," Steve said coldly. 

A million questions formed in Daves head. Was the real? 

"l-I can change ‘Steve! | can change my 'stylel"Dave tried to reason 
Steve sighed "no matter what | don't think your sound right," 


“Please ‘Steve, give me a ‘second chance, | can change everything about myself please just let me stay!" Dave 


begged, sounding desperate, tears forming in his eyes making him look pathetic. 

Steve shook his head "Afraid not Dave," 

Daves throat went dry. 

"Please!" He begged, crying lightly "I'll do anything!" He sounded so desperate and like he was breaking. 

"For fuck sake Dave you're fired!" Steve snapped “just go!" 

Dave ran out crying, his heart shattering into two. His hopes and dreams burst. People giving him weird looks. 
He was done. 

They didn't want him. 


He sunk down outside a building,his leather jacket doing little to keep him warm, and he sobbed, covering his 


face as if it would protect him, from what? Dave wasn't sure. 
He sighed as the cold February wind blew his blonde hair into his face. 
He was broken again. 


He didn't think anything could fix him this time. 


Sadness 
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Dave layed down on his bed, to say he was bitter, would be an understatement, but to say he was sad, would 


explain his situation a lot more. 


Dave pulled the quilt over his head, as his tears fell gently from his eyes, he couldn't belive it. He put all of 
his heart and soul into the band, that band, and the kicked him for it like he was nothing. He felt so weak, 


small, unwanted, hated, lonely, disgusted and vunrable. 


His room was cold, as he layed in the small bedroom, the bedroom being like a box. The was just enough room 


for a bed, dresser and wardrobe, and barley any room on his rotting floorboards. 


His room was painted blue, but was covered in chips And cracks from not being painted in so long, and his 
ceiling was grey from not being cleaned. However Dave was grateful that he had his own room, being a teenage 
boy with needs having his own room was a privilege. His older sister Pauline and younger sister Janet, had to 
share a room, it wasn't fun, they got on well, but into arguments a lot too. It was always little things and they 
ended up making up eventually. 


In fact, Dave used to share a room with his sister's, both of them when he was younger, but as Dave and 
Pauline started to grow older, both Dave and Pauline growing hair in places that didn't have any before, and 
Pauline being a early developer, her chest going and all with her women personal business,that Dave tried to 
stay away from, had ment that Daves family had to clear an old room full of well, crap for him to move into 


his own room. 


Dave hated the fact he lived in poverty, his family was poor, very poor indeed. His dad couldn't work, his dad 
you see had a debilitating disease, so Daves mum worked, but being a women, she didn't have all what the jobs 


needed. Money was scares for them. 


It was better than when they had to move around a lot for work and houses and all. New school nearly every 
year or two, making Dave always seen as the new kid. He got beaten up a lot, often coming home black or blue. 
lf his father was out his mother would sit him down and attend his wounds, Dave knew she knew how because 
of his father. How angry he'd get, especially when he had been drinking, some nights so bad that Dave would 
run off to Salvation army shelters on his own to escape his fathers rage. But Dave shouldn't have had his 
wounds tended to in his father's eyes, as Dave was nothing more than ‘weak’ and a ‘pansy’. The beatings got so 
bad, that his mother sighed him up for boxing lessons, in a way of self defence. 


Dave's siblings always wanted to help but where never allowed. 


Before Daves dad was diagnosed with a debilitating disease, it was his dream to have a child, thus Pauline was 


born, a year later, Dave was accidently born, and six years down the line, Janet was born. 

Pauline was now, 20, Dave being 19, and Janet being 13. Dave was personally more closer with Pauline, since they 
pretty much always grown up together. But Dave felt a sworn duty to protect Janet from anyone and 
anything, Including his dad. 

Dave sighed as he started to cry slightly harder. The tears being absorbed into his pillow. 


He heard a knock on his door. His head snapped up, he was praying it wasn't his dad. His dad couldn't see him 
like this. 


Then he remembered, his dad sleeps down stairs, let alone can even walk up stairs due to his illness. 
"C-come in" He hiccuped, looking down slightly. 
"Hey Dave, | wanted to know if you've seen- hey, are you okay?" His older sister Pauline asked. 


Dave let out a sigh of relief as it was just Pauline. He wouldn't have minded if it was Janet or his mum but 


Pauline was better. He felt as though he could be weak in front of her. 


Pauline walked over to Daves bed end and took a seat, looking at him. "Seriously what's wrong wrong?" She 


asked, looking straight into his blue eyes. 


Dave shrugged, looking everywhere but her. He didn't want to answer the question but he knew she'd get it 
out of him. 


He was also jealous of his sister who didn't have his currsed lisp. 
"| was ju'st kicked from my band," Dave cried. 


Pauline pulled him into a tight hug, as Dave started to cry harder. She stroked his hair, whispering things in 


his ear until he calmed down. 
"Why where you kicked sweetie?" She asked, Pauline had a habit of nicknames. 


Dave looked down, and began playing with an hangnail on the side of his index finger. "They ‘said | didn't ‘sound 
right," 


Pauline rested her chin on top of his fluffy blonde hair. "But you are amazing on guitar, | don't understand," 
she whispered. 


"l'm not surprised, l'm terrible," Dave sighed. 


Pauline grabbed his shoulders, "bollocks, you, Dave, Michael, Murray, are a god on guitar. It was like you where 


born with it in your hands!" Pauline smiled. "You play jimi Hendrix really well," she hummed. 
Dave and Pauline where both jimi Hendrix fans, they did surprisingly have a lot in common 
"| ju'st couldn't belive It?" Dave sighed. 


"They where all twats, the lot of them, you're Dave Murray, you have two other jobs, a girlfriend and two 


sisters who loved you very much!" She stated in a matter of fact voice. 

"And | love you too," Dave smiled, 

Pauline smiled too. "I hope you feel better soon" 

I'm not Ill," Dave chuckled, his rose tinted face morphing back into his beautiful smile. 

"You're sad," Pauline said. 

Dave rolled his eyes, but blushed, he was so grateful for his siblings, especially Pauline. 

Pauline would always be his favourite family member. 

Dave looked out into the quite dark morning. The time being 4am. He closed his eyes gently, crying and the pub 
taking a lot out of him. He sighed contently as he breathed in the scent of the musky, damp pillow, he did feel 
at home. Not that home was always a good place. 


Dave's started to feel himself doze off. 


But little did he know, what supirse would awake him tomorrow. 


Heart break 
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Dave pulled the pillow over his head, groaning as he did so. 


"Dave!" Somebody hissed. Dave just ignored it. They started to shake his body. He opened his eyes and slowly 


sat up. 


"What?" He yawned, he was ready to snap at anyone who disturbed him. He looked down to see his younger 
sister Janet. His heart softened. 


"Aww. Hey Janet. What's up?" He asked 

"| had a nightmare," she sighed, looking down. 

He sighed. "Where's mum?" Dave asked groggily. 

"She went out," Janet said. 

"Why?" 

"| think daddy hurt her!" Janet said sadly. 

"Come here." Dave said. 

She got into the bed next to him, snuggling into him. Dave started to stroke her head. 
Dave looked out the window, past his peeling and chipped blue paint. 

The sky was grey, Dave didn't need to open a curtain to see this. Since he didn't have one. 
He kissed his sister's head. 

"Dave?" She asked. 

"Yeah?" Dave asked. 


"Why are you different to other brothers?" She asked. 


"What do you mean?" Dave asked, 

"Well, usually brothers are ment to be mean and hate sister's. But you don't hate mel" Janet said 
Dave shrugged 

They layed together for a while, just the two of them in silence. 


Dave looked at his clock, it was about 4, he decided to get up. He carefully made his way past Janet, as 


carefully made his way downstairs. 


‘Oh so you're up!" He heard someone snap as he walked into the kitchen He saw Pauline making a tea, her 


blonde hair was down for once and she was hiding the right side of their face. 
"Hey," Dave muttered. 

"Where's Janet?" She asked. 

"In bed." Dave said 

Pauline nodded, 

"Hey, are you Okay?" Dave asked 

"Oh yes," she said quickly. 

"Wait 

lm fine Dave," 

Dave grabbed her arm as she was turning away, accidently jerking her. What he saw shocked him. 
"Your eyel" He gasped. 

"Shut up Dave!" 

"Who did this?" He asked 

"Pauline! Where the fuck Is my breakfast?" A voice yelled. 


Dave glared at the door way. "Him?" He whispered. 


"Coming!" Pauline yelled, nodding before grabbing the breakfast tray accidentally leaving his tea. 
Dave grabbed it and followed. 

"Where's my tea? You stupid girll" Their dad said. 

"Oh, i-" Pauline bit her lip 

"Here it is." Dave muttered looking at their dad. Fat, lazy, a women beater. 

He didn't finish school, neither did Dave, but it was different. Daves dad dropped out. 

He also stayed in the living room watching ty, all the time. 

Dave's dad shook his head. "Get out my sight boy," he said waving his hand. 

Him and Pauline left. 

‘| can't belive he did this to you," Dave whsipered. 

"Stop going on about it!" Pauline hissed. "It'll be my fault." 

"But, he gave you a black eye." Dave trailed off. 

"And you know. It's nothing new." She shook her head. 

"| know.” 

"Get Janet up! She'll be in trouble if shes not." 

Dave nodded and ran upstairs in his wrinkle t-shirt and jeans since he didn't change before he fell asleep. 
"Janet" 

There was a knock at the door. Janet rubbed her eyes and sat up as Dave ran down the stairs. 
Pauline had opened the door. "Chloe?" 

"Hey, is my Davey-boo home?" She asked. 

"Dave!" 


Dave went to the door. "Chloe. Hey!" 


"Hey Dave, can | come?" She chuckled. 

Dave nodded as Janet passed them on the stairs. When they got to Daves room. Dave went to hug her. 
She didn't return it. 

"Hey are you Okay?" Dave asked. 

She nodded. "Im alright. You?" 

"Yeah I'm great," Dave chuckled, lying. 

"Im going to cut to the chase " she said. 

"0h?" 

"You're not in the band anymore are you?" She asked 

Dave sighed "No, but | swear I'll fine another one!" 

"Dave, you aren't in a band" 

He hung his head 

‘| can't be with you anymore." She said. 

"Oh No! Please, don't leave my you're all | have! | love youl" Dave begged. 
"That's just sad!" She said getting up. "Goodbye Davel" She nodded. 

Dave sat on his bed. Hands in face. 

He quickly got up and ran after her. "Wait!" He cried. 

Pauline was confused. 

"Goodbye Dave,” she said again and closed the door. 

His dad wheeled out of the room. "I knew you couldn't keep her" He smirked. 


Dave let out an angry noise and ran back upstairs. Slamming his door, kicking and denting the wall more. 


Before he layed on his bed, as he did the night before. And he cried. 


Adrian? 
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Dave got up, the morning was like Every other day, shouting, and yelling and crying. 
Dave sighed as he got dressed and went down the stairs, he saw his mum roll his dad out the door. 
"Where are they going?" Dave asked 

"He wanted to go see the greyhound races.."Pauline sighed. 

Dave nodded "How's the bruise?" 

‘It's getting better," she smiled, pitifully 

"Has he hurt you again?" Dave asked. 

Pauline sighed 

"He has hasn't he?" Dave gritted his teeth 

‘It was my fault. | fucked the breakfast up!" Pauline shook her head 

"lm going to kill him!" Dave hissed 

"No you're not Dave, itll be worse for you." 

Dave was about to open his mouth when there was a knock at the door. 

Dave went over to the door. "Hello?" 

"Dave?!" Adrian exclaimed happily 

"W-what are you doing here?" 

"| thought we should hang out man!" Adrian smiled 


"Oh, Erm, | mean," Dave looked at Pauline. She shrugged. Dave sighed as Pauline went to clean up the house. 


omeni 
"Okay man," Adrian smiled coming in, Dave sighed. 

Adrian was quite Rich compared to him. 

Dave noticed the sleeping bag under his arm. "| don't remeber scheduling a sleep over?" Dave said. 
Adrian rolled his eyes as he walked in. "Loosen up Dave, it's called be spontaneous," 

"But" 

Adrian was already climbing up the stairs to Daves room. Dave just sighed and followed him. 

He closed his door, Adrian was sitting on his bed. 


"So, any particular reason you wouldn't to come round today?" Dave asked, leaning against his door, crossing his 


arms. 
"Well, there is this chick, oh wait. You're gay, you proberly don't want to hear this," Adrian sighed 


Dave sighed too "l'm not gay! | have a girl friend and anyway, l'm bisexual-" Dave cut himself off, he infact 
didn't have a girl friend anymore. 


"What's that one?" 

"| like men and women," Dave said simply 

"So technically your just confused, | get you," Adrian nodded smirking 

I'm not confused!" Dave snapped, his eyes hurting "and lower your voice, nobody must know, anyway, my 
sexuality doesn't effect my listening skills, if you wouldn't to go on about whatever I'd listen you know that!" 


Dave looked his only friend in the eye. 


Adrian nodded "wow okay, so anyway there is this chick, and she is hot and like we went on this date, and she 
gave my knob a slob but when | tried to do anything with her she was all werid-" Adrian kept talking. 


Daves head hurt. His girl friend had broken up with him, maybe he was like Adrian said just confused. 
"Davey you listening?" 


"Oh yeah!" 


They had spent the whole day talking and laughing but His father had come back. Dave was scared. Nobody had 


said Adrian could come round. And now he could hear the old man in a bad mood. 

"Dave you've gone white. What's wrong?" Adrian asked. 

"My dad's home," 

"Oh, makes sence." Adrian said not even knowing the fact Daves dad beat him. 

He heard his dad ranting and raving until he heard a screaming of that similar to Janets. 
"Give me a second Adrian, please just stay here!" 

"| can do that Dave." Adrian laughed. 

Dave ran down the stairs and into the living room. 


Janet had a red mark on her cheek, Dave got angry. "You bastartdl" He screamed, going over and helping Janet 


up. 
"What did you just call me?!" His dad yelled 


"You bastartd! You asshole! You, you, aboulte cunt! She's 13 how could you do that to her?!" Dave screamed, 
tears falling from his eyes. 


He felt a fist grab his hair. 
"Ow you're pulling!" 


Dave looked up at his dad. "Well David, I'm glad you think so highly of me, do you know what you are?" His dad 


smirked. 

'l- I'm sorry,” Dave gulped. 

His dad punched him in the face. "You're a dirty, no good, lying, cheating, good for nothing, fairy faggot!" 
Dave started to cry as the punches grew harder "stupid, accident, worthless, little, Nobody!" 


Soon it stopped As Dave fell back onto the floor. Bumping his head. His mouth swollen and bleeding like his nose. 
Bruises forming. 


He cried softly, noticing he was the only one in the room. 

"Crying doesn't change the truth! You deserved this!" His dad hissed. 

Dave got up and quickly ran upstairs. He let out a sob as he opened his door. 

"Mate!" Adrian said. 

"Fucking fuck!" Dave forgot Adrian was there. 

"Are you alright?" 

"Yeah-" Dave lied. Until he saw his emptied draw on the bed, "Hey why are you looking through my draw?" 
Adrian sighed "| was worried and bored and | found these." Adrian trailed. 

Adrian of course referring to the pill bottles, liquor bottles and many razor blades. 

"Adrian i-" 

"You where going to leave your family behind you selfish pig!" Adrian took a breath "why?" 

Dave felt something snap inside of him, but he just let it bottle up. “It was for incase my life got even worse." 
"But you have everything! Mel A girlfriend! Iron maiden! You're family!" 

"Nol | don't!" 

"Dave you-" 


Dave began to cry again "| was kicked out of maiden, my girl friend dumped me because of it, and as for my 


family, | have two sisters that's alll" 
He felt an arm snake round him "and me," 
"And you." 


"Don't worry Dave I'll be here for you as long as you need me too." 


Guilt 
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It had been a couple of weeks since adrians stay, and Dave had not even been in contact. 
His face would have been healing but he was hit again. And now it was bruised worse than before. 
Dave was lucky his nose wasn't broken. 


He sighed as he looked up at the grey cloudy morning sky. 


Pauline awoke to running water, she slowly got up and walked over to the bathroom door. Somebody 


was..crying? 


She burst the door open and there was Dave over the sink. Washing his hands. She couldn't see his face but 


she knew, other than being bruised, it was tear stained. 
"Dave sweetie what are you doing?" She asked. 
"Go..away.." Dave muttered darkly but weakly. 


"Go away.. what are you on-" she cut herself off. What she saw shocked her. Made stomach vile rise up. Her 


eyes wide 

Dave had multiple deep cuts on his wrist. 

"Dave what are you doing!?" 

Dave looked down where water was being poured into his cuts. 
"Dave!" 

Dave didn't look up, he was sobbing. 


Paul sighed as she walked over and turned off the taps. Dave didn't move, he just kept sobbing, his hair 


covering his face. 


She gently sat the sobbing I9 year old on the side of the bath, as she went over to the cabinet and pulled out 


some old bandages, wrapping it around his wounds. To say she was upset with him was an understatement: 
She was shocked. She could barley breathe. But she had to be there for Dave. She had to. As the older sibling 
"Ssh, Dave calm down," she said gently. 

Dave didn't comply. 


She looked on the sides to see quite a full (But not entirely) bottle of vodka, an empty bottle of their dad's 


medication and razor blades. 
She sighed softly as she put them into the bin 
Dave hid behind his hair as he cried. 


"Ssh, baby, Dave sweetie," Pauline soothed going over to him. "You don't need to do that. We've talked about it 


before. Your life has so much more you for You" 

"What more bullshit?!" Dave snapped 

"No, | mean," 

"My girlfriend broke up with me. My only friend thinks lm gay. | got kicked out of iron maiden. My dad beats 
my sister's, my mum and me. | don't see my mum because she always has to work or serve dad. And lve 


always been bullied What else does life want to throw at Me?" Dave snapped. 


"l- its the same for all of us Dave, well nearly, | don't like it when he hurts you. Or Janet or mum." She sighed 


"But we have to be here for eachother. We promised Each other that. You can't bale." 
Dave let out a choked sob. "I'm sorry," 
"No, I'm sorry, you shouldn't have to live with this," 


Dave shrugged "You shouldn't either." 


Dave and Pauline where in his room. Dave lying down, and Pauline sitting on the end of the bed. 


"Hey Dave?" 


"What?" 


"Do you want to go buy a chocolate bar? It might cheer you up a bit, like It used to when you where young," 


she smiled handing him some money. 

"| can't take this!" Dave said. 

I'd rather you go get a little treat," she said. 
"l-i, are you sure?" 


"Yeah, and id go quickly. Before breakfast” She gave a quick laugh and walked out. Dave seeing finger print 
marks on the back Oh her neck. 


He quickly got dressed and headed out a fast as he could 
The day was grey as the gentle rain poured 
Dave didn't have a hood but he didn't really care as he put his hands in his pocket and sighed 
He hadnt been out by himself in a long time. 


But he felt really guilty. In some ways he was glad that Pauline saved him. Because he couldn't just leave his 
family behind like that. 


He stopped at a machine, something caught his eye. Ciggeretes. He looked at the change and quickly put it in 
Getting a pack. 


He smiled softly as he heard another fall which he didn't pay for. 


"My lucky day huh?" Dave laughed to himself pitifully. He still had a bit left as he walked to a nearby corner 


store. 

"I'd like to buy a lighter please," he said putting money on the desk. 
The person behind the cash register laughed. "Sure," 

"What's so funny?" 

"What's with your voice?" They cried in hysterics. 


Dave blushed and took the lighter storming out and opening the box. He got on out and lit it. 


The smoke hit his lungs and he began hacking. 

He wasn't used to smoking. 

He tried again, but alas he still coughed. 

After a few more drags Dave had finally got the hang of it. Blowing the smoke out. 


"Paulines going to kill Me," he sighed stamping out the Ciggerte. 


He trailed back home. Opening the door. 

"Dave!" Pauline came rushing though. 

"He's asleep. Ssh," Pauline whsipered. 

"Ah okay," 

"So what did you buy?" 

"Heresy kisses!" Dave lied. 

"Saved any for Me?" 

"No I'm sorry!" 

"Haha it's okay Dave," she kissed his forehead. "Go upstairs now." 


"Okay," Dave nodded feeling more guilty than ever 


Mother? 


Author's Notes: 
Oof 


Dave had stayed in his room for the whole day. He had admittingly have had a few more ciggertes than he 
wanted. And he knew he stunk of smoke. But he didn't care. 


When dinner time rolled around, Dave hadn't been called. 


He shrugged if off. Maybe they just didn't have enough to eat that night. That seemed to happen regalaury. 
There had been times where Dave had not been properly fed for a month. So that was proberly it. 


But he hadnt heard his mum come in. Nor shouting for that matter. 
Dave went down stairs cautiously, 

Pauline was sitting on the end of the stairs. Dave gently sat next to her. 
"What's up?" 

"Mums not home." She said. 

"What's dad doing?" Dave asked. 

"He's still asleep, but mum, she's not home!" 

Dave took her hand "I'm sure, she'll be back soon 

Pauline put her hands over a face and let out a sob. 

Janet suddenly appeared beside Dave. 

"Where's mum?" 

"|. don't know." Dave took a deep breath "she's proberly late" 

"She's not late!" Pauline shouted 


"Ssh!" Dave whispered "you'll wake him up!" 


"What do you mean She's not late?" Janet asked. 
"Half her stuff has gone! Shes left! Left us behind!" Pauline cried. 
"No! | refuse to believe that!" Dave said sternly. 


"She isn't coming back. She's with some man who she doesn't have to slave away for. One that won't hit her. 


And better children and-" Pauline sobbed. 


"No! She promised me she'd take us with her as soon as she can! She can't just do this! She can't! No!" Dave 


yelled. 

Pauline shook her head and gestured for them to step out into the small garden with overgrown grass. 
"We don't want to wake him up!" Pauline urgered. 

Janet was sobbing as was Dave. 

‘Mummys never coming home!" Janet cried. 


"she can't do this! She! The bitch! She can't! She promised. She promised me! She fucking promised," Dave 
yelled at Pauline. 


Pauleine sighed, wiping her tears. "What are we going to do?" 

"We have to leave!" Dave urged. 

"We can't just leave him!" Pauline sighed 

"Why not she didl" Dave snapped. 

"Because, if we did, and died, | can't have anything on our name!" 

Dave sat down on the step and broke down crying, Janet sitting next to him. 
"Calm down jeez," Janet sniffed. 

Dvae glared. "But now what can we do?!" 


"Dave you're going to have to find another job, | guess l'm going to have to cook and clean and Jaret, let's try 


get her to stay at all the after school clubs she can," Pauline said. 


"But | dont wanna!" 
‘Its better for you," Pauline smiled softly 

"| mean, | guess but, i-i, okay," Janet hung her head. 

Dave looked angry. 

Pauline sat opposite him on the ground. ‘It's okay sweetie" 

"You should have let me do it!" Dave screamed, tears dripping of f his rose tinted face. 
"W-what?" Pauline was taken aback. 

"You should have just let me do it! You shouldn't have stopped me!" 

"What's he going on about?" Janet asked shocked. 

"Dave! Think of Janet!" 


"You should have let me- kill myself-" Dave said sadly. Looking at his hand and then at the bandages. "You 


should have let me, you should have let me! You should have fucking let me!" Dave yelled 

"Nol Dave don't say such horrible things!" Janet said 

"Dave calm down! Mum leaving all effects us! Not just you.. you... you pig!" Pauline yelled back 

"W-what did you just call mel?" Dave whispered darkly 

"Dave | didn't mean it!" Pauline said covering her mouth. 

Dave shook his head and stormed inside 

The door slammed 

"Who the fuck is That?" Daves dad screamed 

Dave didn't say anything as wheeled out the living room. 

Dave hated he fact his dad was lazy. Yes he had a disease but he could easily walk and make a cup of tea 


"You!" His dad said in a disgusted manner. 


Dave just glared at him. 

"You where the child | never wanted. Useless worthless twat!" 

"Mum's never coming back you-" Dave screamed until he saw the fury in his eyes. 
He quickly ran up the stairs to his bedroom. 

"Fuck" He sighed grabbing a ciggeretes and lighting it. Opening a bottle of whiskey. 


"Fuck my muml Fuck my dad! Fuck Pauline! Fuck Janet! Fuck Adrian! Fuck Steve! Fuck mel" Dave began to cry 
softly. 


‘Mum come back!" He sobbed to himself. "Please! Come back to me! | need youl l- I'm going to die without you!" 
Dave dry swallowed and laughed. Dangling his legs out the window. 


"| wonder if a fall from this height could kill me?" 


Bruises 


Pauline got up, It had been a full week without their mother and it was hell. Everything had gotton so much 


worse. 
She felt sorry for Janet and she really felt sorry for herself. 


But she most felt sorry for Dave, he had it the worse. He was always bruised and bloodied as their dad beat 


him the most. He was basically a punching bag. 

All three of them had made an agreement to not go into their mothers room. 

Well, in a way, Dave just ignored her, but she knew he had heard her. 

In fact she hadn't spoken to dave since calling him a pig. 

She didn't mean to but Dave just ignored her. And boy did he start to look terrible. 

She should be angry at Dave for ignoring her, but she knew he was hurt. 

She wanted to say it wasn't fair, that their mother was hers and Janets as Well, but well Dave had been 
kicked out of his band. He got dumped for getting kicked out of said band, and then his mother leaves. Pauline 
knew that Dave was going to have trust issues, he always had, ever since he lost his best friend at a young 
age and his dad changed. 


But now he was just going to be a sad sack of sorrow. 


He was proberly scared of Pauline and Janet leaving, and that's why he was ignoring them, pushing them away, 


so that when they left him, he didn't have to hurt so much, he didn't have to cry. 

Dave didn't just look shit from bruises though, he looked dead, he always had massive bags under his eyes, 
which where usually red from staying up late, his hair was greasy and limp, and his lips chapped. And he stunk 
of BO and ciggerete smoke, which was werid, but Pauline didn't press on anything. 


Pauline walked out her room, making sure not to wake Janet. 


She noticed her mother's bedroom door open, it used to belong to both parents until his dad could no longer 


climb stairs, which made it a safe place for them. 


She looked through the tiny track where a little bit of light shone through, the door was no longer compleltly 
shut. 


She walked in, and there on the bed, was Dave sleeping. 


She noticed the bandages has been taken off his wrists, and now they looked worse than before as dave was 


curled up on the white, now blood stained, sheets. 
Pauline gasped and that seemed to wake Dave. 
"Dave," she said 


Dave just looked startled, "Pauline." he then looked around and jumped "Im so sorry, | know you said not to 


come in her, but-" 


Pauline watched as his bruised face had tears flowing down them. "I miss her, | don't know what to do!” He 


sobbed. 

"Come here," she soothed. Dave sobbed and nodded falling into a hug. 

‘I'm sorry!" He cried. 

"No, Im sorry," 

"Its just, she's never coming back, ever, and it's going to get worse for us, it's going to get worse for me, he's 
going to kill me, and | want do anything but hide upstairs like a coward because | can't run away and leave my 
sister's but | don't want him to kill me!" Dave sobbed 

‘It's okay," 

"She promised me she'd always stay and be here for us," he cried. 

"She lied. The bitch lied" 

Dave looked away, Pauline took a deep breath and brought up the touchy subject: 

"Your wrists?" Pauline said. 

"Yeah, i-i lost control, it's fine though, | don't, It doesn't matter." Dave said. "Its whatever," 

Pauline shook her head, grabbing the bandages off the side, Dave was still crying. "Ssh," 


Dave sniffed. 


Let's take care of you," she smiled. 


She had helped Dave with his bath, mainly as Dave was more likely to drown himself then wash. 
In fact he had even tried with her in the room. 

Pauline had turned away for a moment as dave dunked his head under. 

When Dave got out she wrapped his wrists in the bandages and kissed his head softly. 

'Itll be okay one day," 

"| can't belive she is never coming back!" He sighed. 

"| know," Pauline said. 

Dave shook his head. Before he started to cry again 

"Dave?" 

"Why does eveybody always leave me?" He cried. 

"Dave, Dave?" 

"Don't leave me! Please! Never leave me! | can't loose you too!" Dave sobbed grabbing Paulines nightgown 
"| won't leave Dave, and that's a promise!" Pauline said. 

Dave smiled, 

"Well, | have to go wake him up," she sighed 

Dave nodded "please, be carefull" Dave begged. 


She nodded "of course. | have you and Janet to come back to. Upstairs of course, but, Yeah, | won't leave you 


guys," she chuckled. 
"Thank you," Dave whispered. 


And Pauline felt her heart break in two. 


Run 


Everything had gotten worse for all the siblings, Dave, Janet, and Pauline where hit every single day. 
Dave's mental state kept deterating, he kept loosing it and just loosing it. 

"Dave," Janet clung onto him. "I'm scared," 

"Aw what now Pauline!? You crying? Pathetic do your job right! 

"| work for you all day! Everyday! Can't you be greatful?!" Pauline cried 

"Shut up! Or lll smash your face against that clock now!" 

"All you care about is drugs and alcohol!" Dave and Janet headed Pauline yelled from the other room. 
"| dort care, why don't you just shut your mouth?" He heard somebody yell 

Dave ran in "shut up!" He yelled 

"You dirty little bastartd!" His dad yelled back getting out of his wheelchair for once. 


Dave stared back at him, before his hair was yanked, being longer making it easier. His head collided with the 
side table, hitting it each time. 


"You're brainless, you're stupid, you're no child of mine!" Dave nose began to bleed, as he felt blood running 
down his head. 


"At least" 

"Shut up you whore!" 

Dave began to cry, he couldn't help it as the tears trickled down 

"Oh come the fuck on," his dad screamed picking Dave up and putting it on his feet, 
Dave ran to the kitchen, "leave me alone!" He screamed. 

His dad followed him, pushing him into the sides, and started to punch. 


Dave could feel the blood rushing to his mouth. 


He opened his eyes "You ever touch my sister's again-" he choked, "I will fucking kill you!" 


Dave's dad chuckled. Dave closed his eyes, his breathing raggered, until he felt something grabbing his throat, 
as dave began to struggled to breathe, that's when he felt it. 


Boiling hot water from the kettle, spilt onto his shirt, he tried to scream as the boild water burnt his delicate 
skin 


Suddenly the kettle hit the floor, Pauline pulling on their dad's arm. "Stop It!" She cried. 
Their dad turned around and smacked her too the floor. 

"Shut up you useless bitch!" He roared. 

Dave was still hurt from the burning, but he tried to move to rescue Pauline. 

"Stop this!" Dave screamed 

"Shut the actual fuck up!" His dad screamed. 

Pauline looked at Dave "check on Janet," 

Dave quickly limped out, and saw Janet sobbing. 

"Run!" He heard Pauline scream. 

"We are not leaving, not with out youl" Dave yelled. 

"You are not going anywhere you fucking dickheads!" His dad screamed as he heard Pauline gasp and a hit. 
"Just go Dave!" She yelled. 

Dave nodded and grabbed Janet, hearing nothing but screams and pure curse words. 
He slammed the door shut. 

"Where are we going?" Janet sobbed. 

"Where we always go | Guess," Dave sighed, feeling blood run down his face. 

"| hate it there,’ Janet huffed. 


It's safe there," Dave said "id go more often but someone has to stay with dad and | don't trust him you 


know." 
Janet sighed "I know, | wish we just had a dad that loved us, you know what | mean?" 


Dave nodded, slipping hands into his jean pockets. The rain gently spitting on their faces. Dave shivered as he 
hadn't had time to grab a coat nor jacket. 


"Yeah Janet, | get that, | just want a dad that understands us and just doesn't hurt us," 


"That would be a dream come true." 


They walked into the salvation army shelter, "hi," Dave smiled softly, his face swelling. 

"Oh, hello?" An older women at the desk asked. 

"We'd like a bed for the night," Dave said. 

T 

"Yes one bed, for this little one," Dave said firmly. 

"You're leaving me Dave?!" Janet panicked. 

"Yes, but no, I'll sleep on the streets it's fine, that way | can see if he comes searching for us, and | can get 
you to safety quickly." Dave bent down placing a hand on her shoulder "It's just for a night or two, and I'll be 
there for you during the day," 

She nodded, with tears running down her cheek as she hugged him. "Love you," 

His kissed her forehead "Love you too," 

He waved as he walked out. Finding a little piece of soggy cardboard. "This will have to Do," he sighed as he 


looked up at the dark sky, his face hurting, his chest really hurting, he shivered into himself, before gently 


falling asleep, cold, hurt and alone on the streets. 


Steve? 


He knocked on the door. 
A girl, that funnily enough looked like dave appeared. "Ello, m erm, l'm lookin for Dave, ‘ave you seen ‘im? 


The girl sighed, Steve looked up at her, she had multiple bruises around his face, "He hasn't been home for a 
couple days now," she smiled simply "goodbye," she went to close the door. 


"Wait!" Steve said quickly "I really need to talk to ‘im!" Steve said. 

"Why?" She said rather shortly. 

"| need to apolgies to him, it's urgent," 

"For what you guys did to him all those years back, | should kill you!" She growled. 
"All those years back? What the bloody ‘ell are you on about?" Steve asked 

"You and she rest of the gang!" 

'l- what?" Steve looked away "I have never been in a gang, | didn't even know. Cor blimey," Steve said. 
"Then who are you?" The girls face softened 

"|, Fm steve ‘arris from iron maiden," 

She looked revolted "you? You asshole go away!" She yelled and went to slam the door. 
"Wait!" 

"What now?" 

"| need to apolgies to him! | want to know if he wants to come back." 

"He doesn't," the girl said shortly 


"Fine. If | ask Dave and he says that I'll never come back again Or if you don't let me talk to him, | will come 


back everyday and ask!" Steve said firmly 


"You can't!" She panicked 


"And why Not?" 

She sighed “fine, he's in the salvation army shelter,” 

"Why?" 

"That's non of your business!" Se growled and slammed the door. 


"Okay then, Thanks,” Steve nodded and set off. 


"Sorry we don't have a Dave Murray staying here. We have a Janet?" 
"l'm not looking for a Janet. Did 'e stay the night before?" 
"Afraid Not," the women said "I'm sorry," 


"No, thanks," Steve said going outside, pulling his thick coat over his chest as it was freezing out. Winter was 


nearing. 
He began to walk home in defeat, when he saw somebody who looked familiar. 
It couldn't be? 

It was! 


Steve ran over to Dave, who was curled up on a soggy piece of carbored, in a dirty white shirt and black 


jeans, sleeping. Right outside the army shelter. 
"Dave?" Steve asked 


Dave didn't respond, he looked pale and now that Steve neared him, he looked all beaten up. Until something 
caught Steve's eye. 


Bandages? 
Why would Dave need bandages on both his wrists? Was it a new fashion? 
Steve gently took them off, and what he saw shocked him. 


"Davel" Steve said shaking the sleeping boy. 


Dave didn't wake up. 
"Dave!" Steve this time yelled, again Dave still slept. Steve gently sighed, picking up the boy. 
Dave was way lighter then Steve had anticipated. 


And Steve carried him to his house 


"He hasn't woken up for two days Stevel" One of his sister's said 

"Sorry Carol, but | don't know what else to dol" Steve said 

"Take him to the hospital," 

Steve sighed and picked him up, "Ill be back soon" 

Steve closed the door and carried Dave to the hospital just like he used to when his sister's got very sick 
After finally waiting for what seemed like forever they where called in Steve carrying Dave in, bridal style. 


"Hello there dear, what seems to be the problem?" The doctor smiled. Steve put Dave on the bed and took a 


chair. 

"My friend 'asn't woken up for a few days now," Steve sighed. 
"Oh?" 

"| found ‘im on the street, and l'm worried," Steve said. 

"Let me take a look at him," the doctor smiled kindly. "What's this?" 
"What?" 


"He's been burnt, right here look on his chest," the doctor said, Daves shirt having been rolled up over his 


chest. 
"0h?" 
"Do you know what happened?" The doctor asked. 


Steve shook his head "I found ‘im like this," 


"Well he seemed to have a right old nasty time," the doctor said point at the many scars, scabs and bruises 


on Daves skin. "Do you know who could've have done this too him?" 


Steve went to tell her but changed his mind "i- no," perhaps it was a family member, Daves sister was 


covered in bruises too but it could have just been coincidence right? 


"Well it's a good thing you got him here when you did, he's going to have a nasty fever, and even fevers can 


be deadly." 
, Deadly?" 


"If he was out there another day, he probelry would have started to die. Here I'll just prescribe him some 
antibiotics, and he just needs some tle and bed rest," the doctor smiled 


"Thanks," Steve said kindly picking Dave back up and taking the medication prescription 


"Come on, let's get you better mate," Steve said too Dave who was limp in Steve's arms. 


Shock 


Author's Notes: 
Eh 


‘Janet!?" Dave panicked waking up, sitting bold up wards, he was warm, and he could actually feel his limbs, 
baring in mind he was sleeping on the street in a t-shirt. He looked around the room, not recognising it, 
definelty not his room. He was in a house. Why was he in a house? 

"Hello?" He called, nothing He pulled the quilt off in a panic and sat up. 


Dave rubbed his hands on his sore face, but then noticed warmth coming down from the hot water bottle. 


"W-where am |?" He looked down at his bare feet and the plain soft looking carpet, the room looking too nice, 


but old and Dave didn't like that. 


He sighed as he tried to get up, pain flowing through him. He gently collapsed on the floor. "What is wrong with 
Me?" He sighed shakily getting up. 


His head was fuzzy and he felt sick "what's going on?" 


His nose felt stuffed as his eyes hurt "Janet!" He began to panic, his heart palaptating in his chest. He could be 
anywhere, what could they do to him? They could actually kill him? Sell him as a slave. 


He'd rather be at home then wherever he was. His throat hurt as he felt tears escape his eyes. 
He couldn't breathe. 

Janet would panic as he wasn't there. Who would save Pauline?! 

His stomach churned as he let out a loud gurggled wail. 


Suddenly the door burst open to reveal a girl about Daves age. Perhaps slightly older. She had thick curley 


brown hair. 
‘Oh Dave, you're up," she smiled 
Dave took many steps back "how do you know my name?!" 


"Calm down dave, my name's Carol,” she said 


"No what do you want from Me?!" Dave sobbed. 


Another girl walked in, she was definelty younger than Dave, perhaps slightly older than Janet, "what's all the 
noise about?" She snapped 


"Our guest is finally up Katie." Carol smiled 

"Hello Dave," Katie smirked. 

"Please don't hurt Me!" Dave begged. 

Another girl, who also had thick brown curly hair walked in "what's up?" 
"Martha! Dave is up!" Katie smiled 

"Oh my god finally!" She rolled her eyes. "Beth!" Martha called. 
Another brown curly haired girl walked in. "Yes?" 

"He's up!" Martha said “oil Scarlet Dave is up!" 

Another curly Brunette walked in, holding a baby 

"What now?" Scarlett sighed 

"Oh look Abigail is awake," Martha cooed 

"Daves awakel" Carol said 

"Who are you people!?" Daves eyes where wide. 

"Oh baby sit down!" Carol said pushing Dave down 

"Do you need anything lovely?" Martha asked 

‘OF course he does! Do you need a drink sweetie?" Beth asked 
"He needs for don't you sweetums," Katie smiled 

"He's needs a bath," Scarlett chuckled 


Abigail laughed. 


"What the bloody hell are you doing?" Dave heard a familiar voice snap "you'll scare him with your malarkey!" 
"Steve?" Dave said Horsley 

‘Oh my god Dave, Im so sorry!" He said putting a bowl of hot soup on the side. 

"Where am |?" Dave looked confused 

"My house silly," Steve smiled 

"Who are all these girls?" Dave looked even more confused 

"Oh these are my sister's" Steve said like it was obvious 

I'm Carol, Steve's oldest sister," Carol said proudly 

‘I'm Martha! Steve's other older sister," Martha said smugly 

"lim Katie," katie smirked "and me and beth are twins. We are 15," 

‘I'm beth by the way," Beth chimed up 

"im Scarlett, I'm 13, and this is Abigail, she's one," Scarlett said 

"And you've been taking out sofa for ages!" Martha complained 

Oil" Steve snapped "give him some time," 

His sister's giggled "for What?" Beth asked 

"Just, scoot," Steve shook his head with a chuckle as they all left. "Sorry about that Dave," 
Dave looked shocked "well," 

Steve sighed Dave looked really sick. 

"You okay?" 

"I feel like shit. Why am | here?" 


‘Oh well, | saw you on the street and thought you needed somewhere to stay," Steve shrugged 


"Thank You," Dave smiled, 

"You still look very flushed," Steve smiled 

"Hts okay though," Dave smiled "how long was | out?" 
"A few days," Steve muttered 

"A few days?!" Dave shriked 


"Well, you where compleltly knocked out, you where really sick, | took you to the hospital and they gave me 
antibiotics you can take and everything," Steve smiled 


Dave sighed "lm a bad brother,” 

"You're not" Steve bit his lip a thought bouncing in his head "hey can | ask you something?" 
Dave nodded “sure,” 

"When | found you, you where all beaten up, what happened?" Steve said 

"Oh? Yeah," Dave chuckled 'I fell down the stairs," 

"Bullshit! 

"Okay, | pissed a couple guys off" Dave said 

"| don't belive You," Steve said. 

"And why not?" 

"Because when | saw your sister she was beaten up to, what's really going on?" Steve asked 
"Nothing!" Dave snapped 

"You don't have to lie, not to Me, you can tell Me," 


Dave sighed before he burst into tears. "Well | got kicked out of maiden, my dad, he hits us, daily, and my 
mum got fed up of it and left home! And now my life is in shambles!" Dave sobbed. 


Steve felt bad but then had an idea "You could live with us!" 


‘| cant, my sister's," 


"Bring them with You!" Steve said 

"|, | don't know," 

"Dave | was looking for you for a reason! wanted you to rejoin maiden" 
Dave smiled "I would love too," 


"Well hey, here's your soup!" 


Hurt 


Dave got to his door step. It was dark and if his guess was correct he'd be back for dinner. 


He opened the door and crept in. He saw his father asleep in living room and sighed as he snuck into the 


kitchen. 

Janet was sitting there as a frantic Pauline was working. "Hey-" he started 
Pauline looked him up and down in.. disgust? 

"And where have you been?!" She snapped 

"l-im sorry.." Dave trailed off 

"Sit down!" 

Dave did as he looked at Janet shrugging, Janet looked slightly annoyed. 

All of a sudden a loud bang was heard as a plate was almost thrown in front of him. 
"Grass?" Dave asked 

Pauline glared at him “and it's all your getting!" 

Dave took a deep breath "Jesus Christ," he said 

Pauline sat down "care to explain why | had to pick up Janet from the sheleter?" 
"l, | slept on the street," Dave muttered 

"And why was that?!" Pauline snapped 

Incase" 

"Yeah incase dad came so you could get away!" 

It wasn't like that!" Dave said 


"Oh stuff it up your hairy ass!"Pauline screamed slamming her fist on the table. Dave went wide eyed. "Where 
were you?" She hissed 


"| was at Steves-" Dave whispered 

"And why the fuck where you at Steves?" She demanded 

"Because | was sick, and he took care of me," Dave whispered "is this what your so pissed off about?!" 
"No!" She yelled 

"Then why the fuck are you yelling at me!" Dave snapped 

"Because, you fucking liar, " she growled putting a box of ciggeretes onto the table. "I found these," 
"Oh shit-" 

"We could be eating something other than grass but no! You selfish pig!" She screamed 

"Wait-" 

"Whenever | asked you to buy food you brought this shit! You ass!" She screamed, 

"Wait Pauline-" 

"You are just like our father!" Pauline yelled 


Pauline saw a muscle in Daves jaw move that she had never seen move before. Daves face looked beyond 


angry. "Don't-" he started darkly “don't ever compare me to that man!" 

Pauline had never seen Dave like this before, but she wasn't going to loose her confidence. 
"You brought these disgusting things! How could you?!" She glared 

"| blame you!" Dave arugued 

"Why?!" She snapped 


"As a kid you never defended youl | defended you! Everytime he went to hit you, I'd step in. You let him hit 
Mel" Dave snapped 


Pauline went quite. 
Dave grabbed the box "you know | had good news too but fuck that!" He said angrily 


"You give me those back right now!" Pauline yelled 


"What these little things! The things that are killing me slowly! Better slowly then quickly according to you 
apparently!" Dave snapped "the things that have taken away my stress which you also lay on me. ‘Look after 


Janet ‘look after me! Pauline l'm sick of it!" 


"How could youl? We all have to do our bit!" Pauline said gobsmacked “and | have to look after youl You're just 


an adult baby!" 
"Oh just shove off!" Said Dave walking out 
"You come back here!" 


"You know what Pauline" Dave said turning around at the door "you're just like our father," and then he 


slammed the door 
"You where way to harsh on him," Janet said eating her grass and shaking her head 
"And what would you know?!" 


"That with somebody like dave you dont need to yell and scream and snap at him to get your point across, if 
you sat down and talked to him nicely then maybe just maybe he wouldn't have stormed off!" Janet explained 


"Oh shove off you don't know him!" 

"Yes | dol" Janet argued 

"| grew up with him since the age of one!" She screamed "You don't know shit like | do" 
Janet rolled her eyes "yeah that's because you knew he smoked!" 


Pauline was shocked as Janet walked upstairs. 


Dave was walking along the sea front to no supirse smoking 
Pauline was being completly unreasonable. 

He was freezing. 

Dave soon felt something warm wrap around him as he looked up. 


"Heyl" Steve smiled sitting next to him. 


Dave smiled softly "thark you," he whispered 
"You shouldn't be out here, your sick!" 

Dave just shrugged 

But he did feel even worse than before. 


And he knew it wasn't from a bug. 


Move 


Dave trudged home, it was really late. He unlocked the door. 

Pauline was sitting on the step, mascara smudged, and a new bruise forming. She saw dave. 

"Dave im so sorry! lve been so worried!" Pauline said looking up it was obvious she had been crying. 
‘Im sorry," dave shook his head and sat next to her. 

"| hate it here," Pauline sighed 

"Pauline, weve got to get out of here," dave said sternly. 

"l-we cant, not enough money," pauline sighed 

Dave smiled "What if you dont need money?" 

"Dave we're not sleeping on the streets," pauline gasped 

"Steve offered us a place to live, at his." dave trailed off 

"Oh dave!" Pauline looked really happy. But then her face fell "we cant," 

"Why?" 

"Dad," 

"Leave that silly old sod!" Dave said 

"Okay," she said 

"Really?" 

"Ill wake up janet!" 

"Okay!" 

Pauline laughed "go get packed,” 


Dave nodded "okay," 


He quickly ran upstairs and into his mothers room, grabbing an old case, "id better start," he sighed 
He grabbed some clothes, and his guitar, and before gently knocking on his sister's door. 
Pauline awesnsed "you got the case?!" 

Dave nodded, there was some folded clothes on the bed. 

"Give me the case," pauline urged, dave nodded as she opened it and threw the clothes in. 
"Okay, quickly get to the door!" Pauline urged 

"But its 2 in the morning!" Janet complained sleepily, 

"Come on, dont worry about your shoes!" Pauline urged. 

The three snuck down the stairs, "dave take the case!" Pauline urdged 

Dave took it as they got to the door, “out! Out!" Pauline urged 

Dave and janet ran out, "come on pauline!" Dave whispered harshly. 


Pauline started to cry "he cant die, we cant have anything else against our name!" Pauline hugged dave "go take 


care of janet, leave me here, please, do it for mel” 

"No!" Dave snapped 

If you want to give your younger sister a better a life, youd go," 
"| cant leave you here, with him!" Dave said, crying, 

"Dave Micheal murray, youre going!” Pauline said. 

"Pauline?" A voice yelled, clearly just woken up. 

"Gol" She yelled, dave nodded and grabbed janet, 

"Bye pauline!” Yelled janet 

She shut the door quickly 


"Yes dad?" Pauline walked in, 


The waited outside, 

A man appeared at the door. "Oh, now get lost!" He waved them off 
"Please im here to see Steve!" Dave said 

"Its 2 in the morning kid, get lost you loon!" 

Somebody appeared at the door, "dave!" Said Carole "come in!" 

"You know this..freak?" 

"He is Steve's friend. We invited him to live with us!" Carole smiled 
"He damm wont!" 

"Do you really want me to get the other b?" Carol raised an eyebrow 
"Finel" He snapped and walked off. 

"Ignore him, hes just tired. Come inl" Carole smiled 

Dave smiled "thank you," 


"Okay anyway, dave youre sleeping with Steve, in there, just wake him up, and i guess janet youre with me 
Martha and scarellet," Carole smiled, dave nodded, 


"Wait, before you go, i thought there was another sister?" Carole asked, holding janets hand 
"She, erm, couldn't come.." dave nodded 

So did carole, "well see you tomorrow!" Before disappearing. 

Dave sighed and knocked on the door. 

Nothing. 

He sighed and walked in, 

Steve sat up, 


"Mmmchrist, mmwho is itl?" Steve slurred 


"Hts dave," 
"Oh hey," steve said, 

Heys 

"There is a sleeping bag on the floor, goodnight," 

"Oh okay," dave sighed 

Putting the case and guitar down, and getting into the sleeping bag. "Night steve!" 


"Mmmnight!" Steve sighed 


Pauline looked out the room, it felt empty, she smiled, wiping the blood from her split lip. 


"At least they are safe," she chuckled. 


Home? 

Dave had been staying at steves for a few months now. 
It was diffrent to his old one. 

He was scared he was going to be found 

Scared how: pauline: was holding up. 

He sighed as he continued to do the dishes 


Steves dad thankfully said they could stay but on one condition. They had to help around the house. They had 
to, just like all his kids. Dave and janet werent just going stay and do nothing. 


Though dave could feel the fact steves dad didnt really like him. 

He never really spoke to him, sometimes glared at him. 

But dave would rather that then his dad 

His dad oh god his dad. 

He starting hearing the bowls clutter as he shook 

The beatings, the hurt, everything, the words used to describe dave himself 
Useless, fuck up, accident, unwanted, stupid, dumb, whore, better of dead. 
Better off dead? He could have been if it wasnt for Pauline. 

He could have escaped being hit, beaten, punched, kicked, burnt, abused. 
But she didnt let him. 

How could she?! 

But he left her.. 

He left her with that.monster. she could be dead or hurt or dying, 


"Oh god." dave muttered 


‘You stupid whore! Youll never do anything with your life you weirdo. Always fucking everything up; 
"Go away." dave whispered meekly 

‘Speaking back are we? 

"No sir!" Dave said quickly 

‘Shut the fuck up! 

Dave let out a scream, grabbing a bowl and chucking it at him. 


Though it was at him.. it wasnt at his dad. Dave let out some heavy breathes. The bowl had hit the wall, and 


broken into many shards. 

"Dave what?!" Steve said looking freaked out. 

Dave gasped and looked at the shards "oh god." 

"Dave what the heck man?" Steve said wide eyed, looking at the shards too. 

Dave began to cry. "Im so sorry, i thought, i heard, im sorry!" He hung his head. 

"What was that about?" Steve asked 

"Nothing.its stupid-" dave sighed "im so sorry," 

"No no its okay, whatever it is, its not nothing, Let's go to my room, i mean our room, talk to me." Steve said 


Dave nodded, hiding behind his hair. 


Once in Steve's room, dave opened up. 

"I thought my father was there." he trailed off. 

Steve nodded "i see, i see," 

"It was just, it was like i was at home. | was scared. | hate that! Im a man im not ment to get scared. Im not 


ment to cry because my dad called me a whore. Im ment to smash shit up, im ment to attack him. But i cant. 
| am not like that!" Dave cried 


"Ssh," steve soothed 

Dave contuined "everyday was hell. He'd hit us. Me especially, god he hated me the most. But he'd hit us all for 
anything sometimes there wasnt even a reason It hurt. There was no escape from it" Dave sighed "when my 
mum was still around, shed distract him as we'd run to sleep at a shelter. All three of us’ 

"What happened to your mum? Did he kill- steve asked 

"Nol" Dave cut him off and then took a deep breath. "She ran away and left us with him." dave sighed 

"Why would she do that?" Steve asked 

"She was trying to save herself, its just not fair. | get she was hit too, but we where all" dave sighed sadly 
"How bad did it get?" Steve asked 

"Extremly bad." 

"Is he the one that burnt you?!" Steve asked shakily 

"Yes." dave looked away 

"And is he the one that cut you?" 

"I what?" Dave said 

"Is he.the one that cut you?" 


Dave shook his head. Steve just nodded "well youre safe now Dave," steve smiled 


Dave cried, he couldn't help it, as steve gently pulled him in for a hug. "Ssh itll all be okay dave." 


Memory 


"Do we have tool?" A nine year old Dave rolled his eyes, ruffing his slightly too long blonde hair with his small 
hands. 


"Yes!" Pauline said "come on janet!" She said gently almost dragging the 3 year old along. 

"| dont wanna!" Dave said protesting and sitting down on the pavement. 

"Why?" Pauline sighed walking over to him. 

Dave pulled on his shirt, his sick green way too big shirt "its embarrassing!" He cried 

Pauline sighed. 

‘Charity shop clothes!" Dave cried "all the boys at school make fun of me!" Dave wailed 

"Come on now dave," pauline said with a smile looking at the poor boy, with his overgrown dirty hair with 
bruises all over his body, and his god awful too tight cargo shorts, and the terrible overgrown tshirt. Not to 
menchion he had holey school shoes and nothing else that where far to big for him. She sighed "its not that 
bad," 

"Not that bad? pauline its winter and im in shorts!" Dave complained. 

She sighed and wrapped him up in her cardigan which was falling apart. 

Dave took it, almost crying. "Come on, we have to get the food," 

‘Im tired!" Dave complained. Pauline took his hand. "Come on sweetie," 

"Nol" 


"Yes!" Pauline said "we have to, think of what will happen if we dont!" 


Dave gasped, hung his head down and went with her. 


The three of them where down at the soup kitchen. It was a cold afternoon. The three had been waiting for b 
hours. Janet was catching a chill and pauline, who was only IO was holding the heavy 3 year old, who 


unforuntely had to go to the loo in a gutter so they wouldnt loose their place in the cue. 


"Do you think dad will ever get better?" Dave suddenly asked There dad had suddenly fallen ill with a scary 


disease. 

"| dont know-" pauline said 

| hope not!" Dave said angrily 

"Dave thats a horrible thing to say!" Pauline gasped 
"He is just a bully!" Dave said sternly 

"But hes our dad, i dont want him to die!" Pauline said 


Janet had dropped off to sleep and was sleeping on the pavement, pauline left her by some bins and kept an 
eye on her. She didnt know what else to do but let the child sleep. 


| do!" Dave said. 
"Dave!" Pauline said angrily 


"Im sick of him hitting and kicking us!" The nine year old exclaimed. "You went out with mummy, and he grabbed 


me and threw me down the stairs." Dave burst out crying. 


He rememeberd it well. He was playing with his toy truck (which he found in someones bin was on the floor) 


His dad stepped on it when walking out his bedroom crushing it. He got so angry with Dave and hurt him badly. 
"Oh sweetie. He'll stop one day!" She said soothing the crying boy. 

Some younger boys in front saw dave crying and laughed causing poor dave to cry harder. 

After a couple more hours, and consoling a crying janet, finally pulling her back in line with them it was finally 
their turn. A man was at the counter. "Hello!" He said cheerfully. He had curly fluffy brown hair and a kind of 
big nose. And the warmest brown eyes. 


"H-hi," pauline said shyly. dusting her torn and baggy skirt with her hands. 


"What would you like?" He smiled he was in a clean first hand white shirt and dave was jealous. He'd never own 


something like that. 
"Five bowel of soup!" Pauline said "please!" 


The man nodded who had a name tag of Brian and turned around. Grabbing five bowls and filling them with 
soup. "Here you gol" He smiled kindly. 


"T-thank youl" Pauline said quickly taking them. The three sat down at a crowded table. Dave quickly chugged 
his down Finishing the lukewarm tomato soup too quickly. Pauline did the same, both grabbing another bowl 
starving out of their minds and drinking it straight from the bowl. 

"Oh yeah janet!" Pauline said, feeding janet hers. 

"Some soup for you cutie!" She said 

Dave smiled and went to grab the soup for his mum only to see it was empty.. 

"Pauline!" Dave said panicking, "theres no soup!" 

Pauline gasped and looked "oh no!" 

Dave began to cry "he is going to hit me!" The table shook and the bowls cluttered. 

"Dave ssh, not here!" Pauline said running to the otherside of the table and hugging him tight. 

Dave had gone into a full panic attack crying and shaking and howling. Dave felt like he was going to die. He 
couldnt breathe and his limbs felt numb. The Brian guy came over slowly trying to settle dave. "Ssh!" The man 


said gently lying dave down gently 


Eventually dave calmed down. "Its okay," Brian said, giving the dirty and cleary malnourished boy a glass of 
water. Dave drank it slowly. His eyes wet. His head hurting. 


"We dont have any soup, left, we ate it, our dad will get mad" pauline said looking out the window at the dark 
sky. 


"Oh," Brian chuckled "let me give you some more," Brian said giving them two more lukewarm bowls of soup. 


But at the end of the day it was the first bowl of food dave had seen for days! 


"Dont eat it!" Brian called as they left. Dave holding the bowls and pauline carrying the three year old. 


The three got home. 
"What the fuck took so long!?" A booming voice screamed. 


Dave walked into the living room, his mother sitting there sewing some more clothes more than likely found on 


the streets or in a bin and his dad on the sofa watching tv with a beer. 


"We got your soup!" Dave said handing his dad one of the bowls. 


"What the fuck is this shitl? Its fucking cold!" His dad yelled, throwing the bowl at dave. 


It hit him alright. The nine year old dropping the other bowl on his foot with the freezing cold tomato soup on 
his pale skin mixing in with the cuts from the bowl. 


"Pathetic little shit!" His dad said getting up and dragging the nine year old to the kitchen by the scruff off his 


clothe, strangling dave in the process. 

"Dad get of fl" Dave cried. "Please!" 

Daves dad grabbed the iron which was on the side, previously used before dave got home. Daves eyes went 
wide as his dad grabbed his fingers, putting them on the bored. Dave let out an ear piercing scream as he felt 
the burning, as his dad pressed them on his right hands delicate soft fingers. 


"Stop!" Dave cried 


"Ooh stop!" Daves dad repated, after what seemed like forever he let go, daves fingers hurt, swelling, he 
sobbed as he began to walk out. Before being pushed over falling flat on his face. 


His dad stepped on his back with a chuckle making dave scream before on the burnt little fingers, dave welped 
in pain as his dad moved his foot. The crunching of bone, one finger was definelty broken as his dad laughed. 


He stopped laughing quickly though and bent down to daves level, on the floor in mass phyical and emotional 
pain, tears and blood and snot flowing. He grabbed Daves hair. Pulling his head up to face him. Trailing the cut 
on the fragile scared boys face 

"Never bring me cold food again, you hear me you cunt!" He said darkly. 


"Youre ment to |-love me!" Dave sobbed. 


"| could never like someone like you!" His dad scoffed getting up and kicking dave in the head, towering over him 


"get out of my sight you ugly fucking prick!" He bellowed 
Dave nodded stuggling to get up before sturggling to run upstairs to the room he shared with his siblings. 


It was a small room, there was one bed which pauline and him shared. It baley had enough room for two. And 


janet slept on the floor. It was so dirty and dark. 


Dave began to cry, he just wanted it to be over. His life. Everything just over. 


He woke up screaming. His heart rate through the roof. "Fuck!" He said, his eyes wet, his hand hurting. 


"Nol" He said getting up "no! No! No! Oh god no!" Dave said, his hand felt like it was burning. Dave heard a noise, 
footsteps?! He felt his mouth get dry and chest tighten and he could feel burning in his fingers. 


Dave sunk into a ball, the light was suddenly switched on 

"Dave?" A tired steve said looking at the ball of tears in the corner of his room. 

Dave didnt respond just muttered gently as if he was reliving something. 

"Dave mate, whats wrong?" He said walking over. 

Dave still didnt respond, dave looked scared. 

Steve touched his shoulder. Dave gasped “dont hurt me.." he muttered weekly cradling and shielding himself 
"Dave im not going to hurt you?" Steve said as if it were obvious. 

Dave sat down and brought his knees into his body. Hiding behind his hair as he choked out sobs. 

Steve didnt know what to do so hugged him gently. Dave flinching. 

"Ssh," Steve said as dave sobbed. 

"Im scared!" 

"No need to be." 

Eventually dave calmed down. "What happened?" Steve said 

| had a dream like a memory!" Dave said, tears falling down his cheeks. 

"Want to talk about it?" Steve said 

Dave shrugged. 

"Better out then in," steve said 

Dave sighed "we went to the soup kitchen as we hadnt eaten in days. | was in my old dirty charity shop 
clothes. Didnt want to go i mean it was embarrassing," dave said sadly "we waited and got served but my lard 
ass ate more than one soup, and this really nice Brian guy gave us more for our parents." Dave said 


"Isnt that good?" Steve said comfortingly 


Dave shook his head "it got cold" dave said 
"Shit! What happened?" 

"My dad threw the soup at me, before-" 

"Before what?" Steve said 

"Before taking me to the kitchen." dave shook his head. 
"What did he do to you?" 


Dave looked like he was watching it happen again, for the third time. "He grabbed the iron and burnt my 
fingers, and he broke my pinky as he stepped on it," dave said sadly. 


"No way!" Steve said. 
Dave showed his hand, the pinky oddly shaped. "Yeah. i was nine," dave sighed 
"Im so sorry!" Steve said hugging him. 


Dave shook his head, tears in his eyes. "Im just being pathetic." Dave sighed "but hey, i really need a smoke," 


dave said. 
"Okay, lets gol" Steve said grabbing his dressing gown and putting on his slippers. 
And dave smiled. Which he didnt think he'd do but in fact did. 


Not everything was good in the world but for a moment it was as if it were. 


